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The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide,
To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame,

Or heap the shrine of luxury and pride
With incense kindled at the Muse's flame.

Far from the madding crowd's ignoble strife,
Their sober wishes never learn'd to stray;

Along the cool sequestered vale of life

They kept the noiseless tenour of their way.

Yet ev'n these bones from insult to protect
Some frail memorial still erected nigh,

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture deck'd,
Implores the passing tribute of a sigh.

Their name, their years, spelt by th' unlettered Mu$e9

The place of fame and elegy supply :
And many a holy text around she strews,

That teach the rustic moralist to die.

For who, to dumb forgetfulness a prey9
This pleasing anxious being e'er resigned,

Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day,

Nor cast one longing lingering look behind ? . . .
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In this one poem, Gray's appeal was universal. Some
of its lines have almost become proverbs. It is told that
General Wolfe, sailing down to Quebec, repeated the
Elegy to his brother officers, and said he would rather
have written that than take the city. Except in the
Elegy, Gray wrote for a small audience. Most of his
other works are Odes, a difficult form which he
mastered with great success. Here are stanzas from
The Bard: